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To those who participated in 
THE RAID OF 96, 


any explanation relative to the 

events described in the following 

pages ts undoubtedly unnecessary. 
For the benefit of the 
incidental reader, will state, 

A contingent of the Piscatorial 
University, called the Hopewell Club, 
planned a bogus search and seizure 

of the Camp's Spiritus Ferment. 

The members of the Club not in the 
secret accepted the situation, and, true 
to the instincts of hospitality and manhood, 
aided their friends, and endeavored to 
alleviate what they supposed to be 


a case of dire distress. 
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In the month when days of coldness 
Held the Lake Newichawanick 
Chained with bands of ice so firmly 
And with snow its bosom covered 
_ With a mantle just like silver, 

Ernest Goodall was invited 

By Frank Hopewell, he the owner 

Of the camp that’s called Camp Goodall, 
There to meet him and the Dutchman, 
Mertz, the cranky fisher Dutchman ; 
There to meet at lone Camp Goodall, 
- There to fish for bass and pickerel 
~ Through the ice, so cold and solid. 
- There in camp, with snow around it, 
-. And the wind, so cold and dreary, 

— Whistling melancholy dirges, — 
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There they planned a joke so mighty 
That while talking, scheming, planning, 
How the jays from out the city 
Would be roasting, fretting, fuming, 
That the rafters of the building 

Shook and trembled from the laughter 
Of these fishers, lion-hearted. | 
In the spring, while birds were singing 
In the leafy woods so blithely, 

And the Lake Newichawanick 

Had thrown off her snowy mantle, 
Burst her bonds of ice and coldness, 
Hopewell, he the generous-hearted, 
To Camp Goodall he would summons 
Men from out the distant city, 

Then and there the bass to capture 
From the Lake Newichawanick. 

Now these men from out the city 
Always carry with them liquor ; 
Liquor mild and liquor fiery, 

Which they use to catch the fish with. 
Now, Frank Hopewell and this Dutchman 
And this Goodall, very nervous, 

Planned a bogus search and seizure 

Of the liquor mild or fiery, 

Of the liquor in Camp Goodall, 

Brought by men from out the city 

When they came upon the summons 
Sent to call them by Frank Hopewell. 
Two twin brothers, tall and stately, 
Living near the home of Goodall, 

Were to represent the sheriffs ; 

Were to have a bogus warrant, 

Search Camp Goodall for the liquor, 
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Search Camp Goodall very thorough. 
After seizing all the liquor, 

They, the Fogg boys, tall and stately, 
Were to rush it up the hillside, 

Up to where Frank Davis wintered, 
Up to where Frank Davis farmed it. 
When they reached the Davis homestead, 
Then these Fogg boys, tall and stately, 
Were to put the horse and wagon 

In the barn of Davis, quickly, 

With the liquor in the wagon, 

Davis being there to help them. 
After waiting in the darkness 

For an hour that flies so quickly, 
Then to camp should Davis hurry, 
Very mad and breathing quickly, 
Like a stag when hounds pursue it, 
Tell about those stately sheriffs 

And their brags of seizing liquor. 
Then this trio, laughing, talking, 
Planned that some one of the party, 
Some one of those city jay birds, 
Would propose to go and steal it, 
Steal it from the sheriffs’ wagon, 
Bring it back to camp so proudly. 
Davis, he the mighty farmer, 

Would arrange and fix the barn-yard, 


Where the guide would lead these bandits, 


Where the mire was very sloppy, 

And the walking very muddy. 

Now these Fogg boys, seeming sheriffs, 
When these men from out the city 
Were intent upon their stealing, 

Back to camp were swift to hie them, 
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Back to camp where mirth awaits them, 
There to sit and wait the coming 

Of the jay birds when returning, 
Bringing liquor, glass and straw. 

Thus was planned the search and seizure 
Which took place as they had planned it, 
May fifteenth, in ’ninety-six. 
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| In the camp they call Camp Goodall, 
’Round the fire there were assembled, . 

’ In the month when leaves had started 
//, From the buds that once contained them, 
Many sportsmen from the city, 

- Who were called there by Frank Hopewell ; 
Who were called there by a summons 
Sent by Hopewell, he the owner 

Of the camp they call Camp Goodall. 

) Near the camp there was a bean hole 

-\ < Dug by men from out the city, 

- At command of Ernest Goodall, 
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Z a ay 
@ | = _ He the one they call “The Narnclis”? 
A - While these city sports were sitting 


A 


- In the camp so nice and cosey, 
@\ Watching sparks rush up the chimney 
= From the crackling logs so ruddy, 
. Burning freely in the fireplace, 
7 /) Ernest Goodall, he the nervous, 
x Watching, waiting, at the bean hole, 
Heard the sound of wheels approaching, 
Coming nearer, nearer, nearer, 
To the camp they call Camp Goodall. 
In he rushed, and told the party, 
In a voice quite melancholy, 
That he thought some one was coming 
‘ WG Zi With a message for Frank Hopewell, 
WEAZ ONIN He the fairy-story teller, 
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To go back unto the city. 

Then went up a sound of mourning 
From the party there assembled, 

That Frank Hopewell, the congenial, 
Could not tarry longer with them. 

Soon the team approached the building, 
And two men of stern demeanor 

Asked if Goodall, he the nervous, 

Was amongst the persons present. 
Richard Joyce, the man of poetry, 

He the man with no small vices, 

Said that Goodall, portly, nervous, 
Was, he thought, out in the kitchen. 
Then they saw him at the bean hole, 
These two Foggs, these bogus sheriffs, 
Up to him they straight did wander, — 
Asked him quickly, but quite calmly, 
Was he Goodall, he the nervous, 

Called E. M., from out of Sanford. 
“Ves,” said he. —“ Then I’ve a warrant 
To go through this camp and search it 
After liquor, strong and fiery, 
After liquor, mild and malty.” 
“T don’t own the camp,” said Goodall, 
In a stern and caustic manner ; 

“Tt belongs to Mr. Hopewell. 

I am here by invitation.” 

Then one Selfridge, he the lawyer, 
White man not afraid of sheriffs, 

He the brave, the mighty lawyer, 
Heard this talk around the bean hole, 
Heard the man so very nervous 

Tell the sheriff, tall and stately, 

That Frank Hopewell, he the genial, 
Owned the camp and run the party. 
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Then said Selfridge, mighty lawyer, 
Swelling large with ire and bluster, 

To the boys inside the building : 
“What, by Mars, did he say that for? — 
Why tell them who owned the building ? — 
Why not keep it to himself ?”’ 

Then spoke Fogg, the bogus sheriff, 

‘‘ Hopewell, he the mighty fisher, 

He the bald head of the party, 

Lo! his name is also written 

Close beside the name of Goodall, 

In this writ of search and seizure.” 
Hopewell, then, the mighty fisher, 
Teller of great fairy stories, 

Said: “ No sheriff in this county 

Has a right to search or enter 

Private camps, or private houses, 

After liquor.” Then asked Selfridge, 
He the lawyer, he the mighty city lawyer, 
White man, friend of one O'Meara, 

‘“ Has he got a right to come here?” 
Then spoke Selfridge, swelling larger, 
“Under genera] law, he has not.” 

Then spoke up the bogus sheriff, 

Tall and straight as mast in vessel, 

Tall and straight as pine in forest, 

“In this State they call New Hampshire, 
In this State so wild and rocky, 

They have statutes, long and legal, 
That give me the right to come here; 
Right to enter camp or cottage, 

Go where’er the writ may call me.” 
Then said Hopewell to this lawyer, — 
To this lawyer, large and gritty, — 
‘Under statutes of New Hampshire 
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Can they come here for a seizure ?” 
Then said Selfridge, he the lawyer, 
White man not afraid of sheriffs, 

“Of the statutes of New Hampshire 

I have never had a copy, 

So I cannot tell you surely ; 

But, by Fove, I think they have not.” 
Then this Fogg, this seeming sheriff, 
Told of hoodlums, loud and noisy, 
Getting drunk around the camp fires 
That were built around the waters 

Of the Lake Newichawanick. 

How they came back to the village 
Howling, singing, shouting, cursing, — 
Cursing till the population | 
Rose in anger, and to stop it 

Sent these sheriffs with the warrants, 
Warrants armed for search and seizure. 
Then spoke Goodall, he the nervous, 
“No man yet from out your village 
Has been to this camp called Goodall, 
Neither drunk or neither sober ; 

So you’ve come to the wrong cottage.” 
“No,” said Fogg; ‘the people down there 
Who have been disturbed so often 
Now propose with writs of seizure 

To stop all this liquor drinking, 

And to seize ali stores of liquors 
Stored in camps around this water.” 
Then the lawyer, red and fuming, 
Asked if they, the seeming sheriffs, 
Had a warrant in their keeping. 

Then from out his inside pocket 

Fogg then pulled the bogus warrant, 
Held it up before this lawyer, 


THE RAID OF ‘06. 19 


Showed the stamped seal upon it. 
Then asked Hopewell, “ Are you sheriffs ? 
Have you badges? Let me see them.” 
Then these Fogg boys, almost laughing, 
Threw their coat lapels wide open, 
Showing to those jays assembled 

Badges larger than a saucer. 

And from out the armholes dangling, 
Handcuffs strong and shining brightly. 
Then they started for the liquor 

In the dining-room quite handy, 

To the cupboard in the corner 

Filled with gin and beer and whiskey. 
With their arms and pockets loaded 

They then started for the wagon ; 
Through the sitting-room they traversed, 
Where the boys were thickly gathered, 
Towards the door at which they entered. 
Then this Selfridge, he the lawyer, 
Spoiling for a little set-to, 

Placed himself before the sheriff, 
Looked him in the eye quite sternly, 
Would not budge or move an atom, 
Hoping thus to start a riot. 

Then this Fogg, not wishing trouble, 
With his arms quite full of liquor, 
Walked around him very careful, — 
Walked around him to the doorway. 
Then spoke out a man called Bodwell, 
Small in size, but very sandy: 

‘‘T suppose these sheriffs doughty 
Toa league belong called Epworth, — 
Dubs they are, and very cranky, — 
From a place called Milton Mills.” 
Then, in answer to a question 
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Put by Goodall, he the nervous, 


Fogg, the bogus sheriff, told him 


That the trial on the seizure 

Would take place at Milton Village, 
Down among the lowlands woody, | 
Where Judge Fox, the trial-justice, 
Would give out a righteous verdict : 
In his court, at ten next day. 

Then said Goodall, looking ’round him: 
“Don’t get rash or don’t be hasty ; 
I know Fox, the trial justice, — 

I know Fox of Milton Mills. 

Years ago, when young and slender, 
I was captain of a ball club, 

And with Fox I have contested 
Many games in friendly manner 

On the ball ground, down at Milton. 
In the morning, bright and early, 
I’ll go down to that same village, 
See Judge Fox and fix it quickly, 
Save a trial — hush it easy.” | 
In this party from the city 

Was a man, by name Frank Dexter, 
He the love of Pocahontas, 
Daughter of the Squatting Heifer. 
Newton Fogg stood by the wagon, 
Taking care of all the liquor 

They had brought from out the building 
Then Frank Dexter, he the lover 
Of the dainty Pocahontas, 

Offered money, offered wampum 
To this Fogg, if he would only 

Go away and leave the liquor. 

Then this Fogg boy by the wagon, 
Told Frank Dexter, with the money 
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He must go and see the sheriff, 

As he only was a helper. 

In the party ‘round the wagon 

Was a man quite tall and rugged ; 
Was a man, a fancy grocer, 

Who had stores within the city 
Where he sold to high-toned people : 
Vinegar so weak and watery. 

Now, this Hastings, fancy grocer, 
Swiped some gin from out the wagon 
When he thought the bogus sheriff 
Surely was not looking at him. 

Fogg, however, saw him take it, — 
Put it up beneath his jacket 

In a very stealthy manner. 

Then this Fogg stepped up to Hastings, 
Standing there, as firm and stolid 
As the boy in ancient Sparta, 
While the wolf cub at his bosom 
Gnawed its way into his vitals. 

“Put that back from where you took it, 
Said the sheriff; “do it quickly. 
When you took it you were stealing 
From the State they call New Hampshire.” 
Then this Hastings, growing madder, 
Put the gin back in the wagon, 

Turned to Fogg his face of anger, 

Said to him, with fierce emotion, 

‘‘Over there, across the water 

Of this lake, there is a cottage 

Stocked with beer and other liquors. 

I am one of the chief owners ; 

By the gods, I’d like to see you 

Go and search that camp for liquor.” 
Then spoke up this seeming sheriff 
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To this grocer, fierce and fuming, 
“If you have a camp so handy, 
My advice is, go there quickly ; 
Go to Maine, across the water 

Of this Lake Newichawanick ; 


Go there quickly, and get sober.” 


“Curse you,” then said Hastings loudly ; 
‘“T am sober now as you are; 
If you don’t believe my story, 
Smell my breath, and smell it quickly, — 
Smell for liquor strong and fiery.” 
Then he stepped up to this sheriff 
Standing calmly by the wagon, 
Looking Hastings over blandly, 
Smiling to himself, and thinking 

How his friends up in the city, 

When they met him in the tavern, 
They would guy him o’er his ’citement 
And his stealing from the sheriff. 
Then he blew his breath quite strongly 
In the face of Fogg, so stately, — 
Asked if there was smell of liquor, 
Smell of whiskey, rum or brandy. 
Then spoke Fogg the tall and stately, 
“Mr. Goodall, I’m astounded 

That a man of your high standing 
Should be found associating 

With a drunken crowd of persons 

Such as I see here assembled.” 

Now, Frank Dexter in the meanwhile 
Went into the wooden closet, 

Closet filled with rum so fiery, 

Where the other bogus sheriff 

Then was gathering up more liquor. 
Dexter showed his pile of money, 
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Asked this Fogg to set the figure 

He would take to leave the building, — 
Leave the beer and other liquor, 

Stop the search from going further. 
Told him that they both were Masons, 
Both belonged to that same order, 

And that they should be fraternal 

As was taught by all their tenets, — 
Help each other when in trouble, — 
Never crowd or hurt a brother, — 

And much gush of that same nature. 
Then said Hopewell in the door-way, 
Seeming mad and full of passion, 

In a voice suppressed and caustic : 
“He who made that writ’s a hireling, 
And who serves it’s not much better.” 
Out rushed Dexter to Frank Hopewell, 
Much excited, fretting, fuming, 

Said he ’d queered the whole blamed business; 
Talking rot like that in hearing 

Of the sheriff, tall and stately. 
Told how he had nearly fixed him 
When Frank shot his month so glibly ; 
How if Frank had kept his silence 

Fe ‘d have fixed it up dead easy. 

Then this Dexter, very cunning, 
Thought cf liquor in his gripsack, 

And that Thompson from the city,— 
Thompson, he the chum of Dexter 
(Sometimes called the Didwesee), 
Partner in the loves of Dexter, — 

Also had a store of liquor 

Up in No. 5 apartment. 

Then these two did rush and scramble 
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Up the stairway to their chamber, 
Took the red eye from their satchels, 
Rushed it over to the bedside, 

Placed it underneath the mattress. 
Then on bended knees they settled, 
And, in tones of deep devotion, 
Thanked the Lord that so much liquor 
Had been rescued from the sheriffs. 
After Hastings, tall and rugged, 

Blew his breath so strong and hotly 
In the face of Fogg the sheriff, 
Goodall, he so large and portly, 

Told this Hastings in a whisper 

That the beer was in a barrel 

On the floor of the piazza, 

At the west end of the building; 

And to save it from the sheriffs 

Some one ought to take it quickly, 
Take it to the woods and hide it. 
Hide it safely ’neath the trees ; — 

For the darkness would preserve it 
From these sheriffs of New Hampshire 
Who had come with writs for seizure. 
Hastings started, taking Richard, 

He the small man of the party, -- 

He the man with no small vices, 

He the churchman of the party. 

Took him out around the building 
And to where the beer was standing, 
Standing where the teamster left it 
When he brought it from the station 
Far away at Sanbornville. 

These two men then seized the barrel, 
Barrel round, and full, and heavy, 
And they took it past the ice-house, — 
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Ice-house, cold and very chilly, — 
Hid it closely in the bushes, 

From these sheriffs of New Hampshire. 
Then returned to camp and wagon, 
And to sheriffs, tall and stately. 
After putting in the wagon 

All the liquor from the closet, 

These two Foggs were getting ready 
To start off up through the pasture, 
When Frank Hopewell, he the owner, 
Rushed out to the loaded wagon, 
Saying: “That is not all fiery liquor 
That you have there in the wagon ; 
Vinegar there is amongst it, 

And of you I now demand it.” 

Then he hunted for the bottle 

In the wagon full of liquor, 

And, when found, he held it closely 
To the nostrils of these sheriffs, 
Asking them if it was liquor. 

They conceded that it was not; 

So he took it to the closet, 

Laughing then, to think how neatly 
All these city jays were helping 
Make the joke so very mighty. 

While Frank Hopewell did this talking 
To the Fogg boys near the wagon, 
Hastings, he the fancy grocer, 

Owner of a camp of liquor, 

Edged to where the horse was standing, 
Took a trace, unhooked it slyly, 
Unbeknown to these false sheriffs, 
Hoping thus to make some trouble, 
Hurt the horse, or smash the wagon 
Of these Fogg boys, bogus sheriffs. 
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When they started from the building, 
And were backing ’round the corner, 
Newton saw the trace was hanging, 
Dragging in the dust and gravel. 
Then he vainly tried to hook it 

With the team still moving backwards, 
But he soon got quite discouraged. 
Then he asked if some one present -— 
Some one standing ‘round the wagon — 
Would be kind enough to help him. 
Thompson, he the friend of Dexter, 

_ Stepped up quickly to assist him, 

By the light of friendly lantern, 
When Frank Hopewell, he the genial, 
Grabbed him firmly by the collar, 
Threw him backwards towards the building, — 
Threw him back with might and muscle. 
Then Frank turned, and thus addressed him : 
“T suppose if they would ask you, 

You would go with these base sheriffs, — 

Go as driver to assist them, 

Help them carry off our liquor.” 

Soon the wagon stopped its backing, 

And the Fogg boys fixed the harness. 

Then they moved up through the pasture, 
Leaving men who muttered curses 

Deep and loud against such sheriffs. 

When the team was out of hearing, 

They all went into the building 

Talking all about the seizure, — 

How next morn it would be published 

In the papers of the city, 

Giving names of all the party. 

Frank told Selfridge that the ‘Fournal 

Had a man up in that section 
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Who reported to the paper 
Everything that happened ‘round there. 
Then this Selfridge, mighty lawyer, 
Mourned because he had not with him 
One who could with pen so handy 
Write a message long and friendly 

To the great O’Meara chieftain,— 
He, the head man of the Yournal, 
He, the friend of Mr. Selfridge, — 
That would stop the publication 

Of the search in all the papers. 

Then Frank Dexter told the party 
How that he and his friend Thompson 
Had rushed up the stairs and hidden 
All the liquor from their satchels. 
Then a standing vote was taken 

That they should at once produce it, 
Place it on the dining table, 

So that all of those assembled 

Who were feeling sad and troubled 
Might commence to drown their sorrows. 
Dexter did as he was ordered, — 

_ Placed it there upon the table, — » 
Told the boys that they were welcome, 
And he hoped they would enjoy it. 
Shortly after, one Frank Davis 
Rushed into the camp, and fiercely 
Told his story in a manner 

That did credit to his acting. 

Told them how these sheriffs stately 
Drove their team into his door-yard, 
Asked if he would give them lodgings, 
As they both were feeling tired ; 

That the night before, their duties 
Kept them busy until morning 
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And they had not closed their eyelids. 
Told how, when they had unharnessed 
And had gone into the kitchen, 
When they told him of the seizure 
They had made that very evening 

At the camp they call Camp Goodall, 
Then Frank Hopewell, seeming angry, 
Asked Frank Davis why he lodged them, 
Gave them lodgings, warm and cosey, 
When he knew from what they told him 
They had raided on Camp Goodall. 
Then said Davis, he the yeoman, 
Yeoman strong and hale and hearty, 

“ Did I know of search and seizure 
Till I took them to their chamber? ”’ 
Then Frank Dexter, he the noisy, 
Said that he would climb the hillside 
And go to the Davis homestead, 
Steal the liquor from the wagon, 
While the sheriffs laid in slumber, 

So that when they had the trial 
Down at Milton, in the morning, 
They would have no proof to show. 
Then the others in the party 
Volunteered to go up with him, 

All but Richard, he the quiet, 

He the one who hid the beer, 

He gave heed to Lawyer Selfridge, 
Legal light and mighty chief. 

Then it was this fighting lawyer, 
Bubbling over with great excitement, 
Gave advice both deep and legal 

To the party there assembled. 

Told Frank Hopewell, he the genial, 
That as he and nervous Goodall 
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Had been summoned to the trial, 
When the rest went for the liquor 
They must stay at Camp Goodall. 
Neither must they be cognizant 

Of the make-up of the party ; 

For when present at the trial 7 
They might have the question asked them 
If they knew who took the liquor 
From the sheriffs of New Hampshire. 
Then some one made the suggestion, 
If when getting back the liquor 
Should the sheriffs hear them at it 
There might be some heavy fighting. 
Then the veterinary surgeon, 
Ferguson, who doctors horses 

Mules, and other kinds of cattle 

In the State of Massachusetts, 

Said to Hastings, he the grocer : 
‘You and I will go together 

To this farm-house on the hillside — 
Take the liquor from the wagon 
While these sheriffs both are sleeping. 
Then if they should chance to hear us 
And come out to have a tussle, 

Or perchance should go to shooting, 
Shooting in the darkness gloomy, 

We will fight these menial sheriffs, . 
And in darkness black and silent 

Lt will then be man to man.” 

In the meanwhile, Ernest Goodall 
Took Frank Davis, he the farmer, 
Out where no one else could hear him, — 
Asked him if he’d fixed the pathway 
For these men to paddle through it, 
As they walked in through the barn-yard 
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In the silence of the night. 

Davis said that be had done it 

Like a thorough master workman, 
And he thought “the boys’”’ would say so 
When they brought back all the liquor 
_ To the party at the Camp. 

Very soon it was decided 

That the party should consist of 
Bodwell, he the man so sandy ; 
Mertz, the cranky fisher Dutchman ; 
Ferguson, the veterinary ; 

Hastings, he the fancy grocer ; 
Dexter, always full of bullets, 

And his chum, called ‘‘ Didwesee.” 
Selfridge, he the Boston lawyer, 

Told this Hastings, fancy grocer, 

In a whisper, deep and solemn, 

If he went up with the others 

- For to take and steal the liquors, 
Nervous Goodall must not know it, 
Or Frank Hopewell, he the genial, 
Know that he was of the party ; 

For when they were at the trial 

And were being questioned closely, 
If they Knee DO took the liquor, 

her have to tell it, 

Or themselves ‘would have to perjure. 
Then Frank Hopewell, looking worried, 
Asked if Goodall, he the nervous, 
Knew a lawyer, smart and nervy, 
Living down at Milton Village, 

Who would take the case and fight it. 
. Selfridge, stepping forward quickly, 
Volunteered to go to Milton, 
Represent him at the hearing, 
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Fight the case with law and logic ; 
And, he thought, could win the battle. 
Frank then said perhaps they would not 
Let him practice in New Hampshire, 
Then said Selfridge, getting madder, 
‘By the Power that rules the thunder, 

I would like to see them stop me, 


In this State that’s called New Hampshire. 


In the courts of this great union 

I do practice on occasion ; 

Now if they will not allow me 

To appear down at this trial, 

In this two-cent State, New Hampshire. 
I will know the reason wherefore.” 
Selfridge then made the suggestion 
That perhaps if they took liquor 
From the barn of Farmer Davis, 
While those sheriffs were in slumber, 
Davis then might have to suffer 

For the full amount in value 

Of the liquor that was taken. 

“Wait a minute,” then said Bodwell ; 
“Tet’s ask Stackpole in the kitchen, 
He has helped to seize more liquor 
Than was ever in this cottage, 

And can tell you all about it.” 
Stackpole came, and then in answer 
To the question that was asked him, 
Turned to Davis, standing near there, — 
Asked him if those sheriffs doughty 
Put the liquor in his keeping, 

When they left it in his building. 
Davis said they never mentioned 
Anything about the liquor 

Till they were about retiring 
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For to slumber and to rest ; 

And said nothing in relation 

To its being in his keeping. 

Stackpole then turned to the party, 

Told them they could go and take it 

And that Davis would not suffer. 

Then they asked if in the morning 

When they found the liquor stolen, 

These two sheriffs could come down there, — 
Search the camp again to find it. 
Stackpole said they could not do it, 
And informed them that the warrant 
They had used to make the seizure 
Would be null and void at midnight. 
Davis then got his instructions 

To precede the rescue party ; 

And if when they reached his dwelling 
Both these sheriffs were in slumber, 
He should stand his lighted lantern 

At the corner of the building. 

While the rest were inside planning, ——|| 
Brannigan, the great tooth doctor, =~ ~~ in 
Much depressed and full of sorrow, 
Promenaded the piazza, — 

Thought of how ’twould hurt his business 
When the details of the trial 

Came out in the Boston dailies. 

As he started for the hillside, 

Hastings rushed to Frank and Ernest 
Where these two were lowering bean pots 
In the coals so hot and ruddy. 

‘Now, see here,” said Hastings loudly, 
So that all around could hear him ; 
“This is mighty risky business 

Stealing liquor from a sheriff, 
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And a thousand golden dollars 
Would not at this moment tempt me 


They could bring it at one journey. 

i Bodwell, whom they thought so sandy, 
Having nothing but thin shoes on, — 
Took a lantern from the building, wns 
So that when he crossed the barn-yard, 
He could pick his way more careful 
Where Frank Davis with his shovel 
Fixed the path so very neatly, 

lor the jays to flounder through. 

When the crowd were out of hearing, 
Frank and Ernest, laughing softly, 
Went into the room where Selfridge 

Sat quite dumb and melancholy, 

In a blue and solemn study. 

“Well,” said Ernest, looking at him, 
“For a joke — now kindly tell us 

What you think of this fake seizure.”’ 
Selfridge looked up quick, and asked him 
What he meant by such a question. 
Then the joke was told in detail, — 

How those Fogg boys, tall and stately, 
Lived in Sanford, near the Goodalls, 
And were only bogus sheriffs ; 

How the joke was planned in winter, 
When the wind was piling snow-drifts 
"Round the camp so cold and gloomy. 

_ Then spoke Selfridge, stepping forward : 
“Tf this seizure was not legal, 


To go up and take that liquor.” wie : 

Then he went and joined the party Ng ally 

Who had taken with them buckets, il 3) ; 

And a basket, large and roomy, | \N i Sis 

So that when they got the liquor ill | 
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But a joke upon us fellows, 

It was better planned and carried 

In the face of all the party 

Than I’ve seen in all my lifetime.” 
Then poor Richard, feeling badly, 

Said that now the thing was over 

All the boys would take great pleasure, 
Every time that he should meet them, 
Asking him to tell the story 

Of the hiding from the sheriffs 

Of the beer he hid so quickly. 

When the rescue party started, 
Bodwell took the lead as pilot, 
Leading o’er the stumpy woodland, 
Over rock heaps, stones, and bushes, 
Through the pastures, wet by showers, 
Till they saw the lighted lantern 
Shining through the murky darkness, 
At the corner of the building. 

Then they held a consultation 

As to how to get the liquor 

In the best and safest manner. 
Bodwell told them if they ’d tarry 

In the barn-yard, keeping quiet, 

He would go into the wagon, 

Get and pass the liquor to them, 

So that if they were discovered, 

And the sheriffs started shooting, 
They at once could all skedaddle, 
While he hid up in the hay-mow. 
Dexter said the plan would suit him, 
And he thought it was the satest iy 

For to stay out in the barn-yard ; cy "aN 
Then, if any danger threatened, ay 4 f 
’T would be easier to escape it. SNOT 
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Then spoke Ferguson, the doctor, 

In a manner worthy of him, 

“No, sir! Never while in danger 

Have I yet a friend deserted, 

And ¢o-night I shall not do it.” 

Soon they reached the fertile barn-yard, | 
And when they had reached that portion 
Where the footing was the softest, 
Bodwell called them all around him, — 
Told them they must station pickets. 
So, if any one was coming, 

They could clap their hands in warning. 
Danger’s point was towards the dwelling, 
And to guard that spot most strongly 
Thompson, he the friend of Dexter, 

Was selected for to guard it. 

Thompson then stepped up to Dexter 
And, affected with emotion, 

Took his hand and slowly whispered, 

“ We don’t know just what may happen, 
So good-bye”’; then took position 

At the corner next the dwelling. 

Dexter then with trembling footsteps 
Paddled through the barn-yard softly 
To the corner where Will Bodwell 

Told him he could watch the tarm-house, 
Then the rest went to the wagon, 
Packed the liquor in the buckets 

And the basket for this purpose. 

Then their wrath quite overcame them 
When they found four empty bottles 
That when seized were full of lager. 

For those sheriffs, stately sheriffs, 

In the trip from camp to farm-house, 
Had drunk up this malty liquor, 
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That they seized by power of law. 
Hastings then seized two umbrellas 
Lying in the wagon bottom, 

Threw them high up on the hay-mow; 
Took the robe from out the wagon, 
Threw it in amongst the cattle, 

So that they would surely tread it j 
With their horny pointed hoofs. 

Then he would have cut the harness 
Had not Bodwell and the doctor 
Raised objection to the slashing. 

Then they took the loads of liquor, 
Walking out across the pasture, 

‘Way beyond the kitchen-garden. 
Through the bushes, through the woodland, 
Over stone walls, stumps, and thickets, 
Bodwell led them, till they halted 

In the lane down near the road. 

It was here the fancy grocer 

Said that never in his lifetime 

Had his thirst been so developed, — 

It was like a flame of fire. 

And the beer in doctor’s basket 
Looked so tempting, he suggested 
They should each consume a bottle 

Of the stuff they lugged so far. 
Bodwell said they must not do it, 
“For,” said he, ‘ you know the sheriffs 
Had this stuff all in their wagon, 

And ’t was counted when they took it. 
‘Then the doctor took the basket, — 
Basket strong and basket heavy, 

Made of ash strips, hard and withy, — 
And he sighed as, broken-hearted, 
They all started for the cottage, 
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Where each Fogg boy, bogus sheriffs, 

Sat beside the mighty lawyer 

Drinking lager from a bottle. 

Hastings was the first to enter, 

Coming like a conquering hero, 

And when asked if he had got it, 

“No,” said he; “I’ve just been strolling 
Out amongst the woods and pastures.” 
Dexter was the next to enter, — 

Said that they had scooped the racket ; 

But subsided very quickly 

When he saw those Fogg boys sitting 

On the bunk beside the wall. 

Then the veterinary surgeon, 

With the basket, large and heavy, 

Entered through the open door-way, 

Put the basket down before him, 

Mopped his forehead, flushed and sweaty, — 
Then caught sight of those two sheriffs 
Drinking beer, so cool and happy. 
Then this doctor, hot and weary, 
Wearied by the beer he’d carried 
Long o’er fields and rocky hill land, 
Led by Bodwell, he the sandy, 

And by Mertz, the Dutchman cranky, 
Quick went out to midnight blackness, 
Blackness still o’er all the forests, — 
Forests where the breath of breezes 
Kissed the leaves and fanned the water 
Of the quiet Newichawanick. 

Not a word by him was spoken, 
Spoken to those bogus sheriffs, 

Who that night by search and warrant 
Had disturbed the peace and pleasure 
Of the jays from out the city, 


37 


38 THE RAID OF ’96. 


Who for fish had come to tarry 

In the camp that’s called Camp Goodall. 
Was the doctor only scheming, 
Scheming in the darkness ‘round him ? 
Could he hear the sound of shouting ? 
Shouting with the noise of laughter, 
From the camp where jays and sheriffs, 
Seated ’round the blazing camp fire, 
Smoked the corn cob pipe of peace. 
Portly Goodall, he the nervous, 

And Frank Hopewell, he the genial, 
Wondered if the nervy doctor 

Was disturbed in mind and body 

By the joke so very funny. 

In from darkness came the doctor, 
Looking red as boil-ed lobster, 
Looking like a boy afrighted ; 

Half ashamed, this man of courage, 
Man of nerve, and. iron hearted, 

Said he thought that he was truly 
Caught by sheriffs, tall and nervy, 

In the camp beneath the fir-trees, — 
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Trees that swing their limbs so freely 
When the winds of gentle summer 
Blow upon the lake and mountain. 
Then a shout of merry laughter 
Came from all the boys assembled, 
Laughter loud and full of pleasure, 
Shaken was the roof above them, 
Shaken was the camp that held them, 
For the joke had well succeeded, 
Planned by Goodall, he the nervous, 
And by Hopewell, he the genial, 
And the cranky Dutchman, Mertz. 
Then it was that jay and sheriff 
Clasped their hands in grip so friendly, 
And declared, in all their lifetime 
Nothing like this great occasion 

In these parts had e’er been seen. 

In the fire-place burned the oak wood 
Cut by Davis, he the farmer, 

On the mountains in the winter, — 
Winter cold with ice and snow. 


Then these jay birds said, with laughter, 


‘We were fools, and bit too easy 
When these sheriffs, tall and stately, 
Came here with the dusky shadows 
For to seize with force and warrant 
All the liquor in the camp.” 

And they said for consolation, 

“ There is none who did escape it. 
But, ye gods, we long shall hear it, 
Hear it from the men of cities ; 
Hear it ’round the festive tables ; 
Tables where these men of sporting 
Tell their tales so strange and varied, 
Of the sports of lake and stream.” 
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Then t ’was said, “ If Nimrod Morris, 

He the man who hunts for mooses, 

Had been here, we’d give a five-er 

To have seen him in the wrangle, — 
Wrangle caused by search and seizure, 

In the camp that’s large and roomy 
Neath the trees where song-birds sing” ; 
But those sheriffs, tall and stately, 

Tall and straight as pine in forest, 

Cool and hard as ice in winter, 

Would have had a lively tussle 

When they came to seize the liquor, 
Seize the liquor from the owner, 

Had it been, that Nervy Glasier 

Had been there to see the actions 

Of these sheriffs of the backwoods 

In the State that ’s called New Hampshire. 
And regrets were loud and frequent 

That the rest of all the fishers 

Who for fish come to these waters 

In the spring when flowers are blooming, 
When the bass begins his roaming, — 
Were debarred on this occasion 

When the air was filled with music, 
Music made by many voices, 

Voices loud and filled with coldness, 
Ringing out into the forest, 

Forest black with inky darkness 

Of that night so full of chillness 

For the jays at Camp Goodall. 

And ’t was said that Hall and Henry 
And Frank Blair from Worcester County, 
They would wish that luck had brought them, 
Brought them where the other fishers 
Gathered near the sound of waters 


_ By the shores of Newichawanick, 

_ In the rocky Granite State. 

_ Then they wondered why they did not 
_ Ask the sheriffs for the warrant 
That gave them the right to enter, 

_ Enter camp and seize the liquor. 

Had they seen it they ’d have tumbled, 
Tumbled to the number on it, 

On its face so plainly written. 

Then said Goodall, he the nervous, 
To Frank Hopewell, he the genial, 
“Was n't it a bait dead easy 

For these fishers from the city, 
Which they swallowed hook and line ? 
They are ’cute, but we ain’t bragging, 
Bragging to these men from cities, 
Cities large and cities noisy, 

Noisy with the strife and bustle 

Of these men of brain and standing ; 
Men of wit, who fiercely struggle 

For to make a mark in life. 

But I think they ’ll have to hustle, 
Hustle long and hustle steady, 

If they want to beat the Hayseeds, 
Hayseeds from the farming districts, 
Who they think are very slow.” 

Thus amid the sound of laughing, 
Laughing loud and very merry, 

Did these fishers and the sheriffs 
Talk about the search and seizure. 
And no one will e’er forget it 
Through the summer, through the winter, 
Winter cold with blinding snow. 
Snow that’s feathery dances gaily, 
Gaily through the oaken forests, 
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Forests bare, where swinging branches 
Sway and sigh so melancholy 

O’er that bean hole now so famous, 
Known about the city tavern, — 
Tavern where the sports do gather, 
Gather with the shades of evening, 
There to talk of writ and seizure, 
There to talk of fun and pleasure 
Which they had by blazing camp fire, 
‘Neath the roof of Camp Goodall. 
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With bursting sf buds and greenest of grass, 
There came from Maine and a city of Mass., | 
A party of sports, a dozen or more, 

Skilled with the rod and full of fish lore. 


Like Pilgrims of old they came to the wood, 


A temple indeed, whose altar and shrine 
Were loaded with grips by these casters of line. 


Teprte, mt Priest there was none; instead was the cook, 
S aliianel rei! oe _ Who, observing the crowd, with a satisfied look, 
b Guieny said to the generous host, 

“These fellows indeed are in for a roast.” 


”) 


‘‘ Peace unto thee,” was the word of cheer 
That rang through the woods, and greeted the ear 
Of weary sports, who had that day 

Rode many long miles from homes far away. 


caitlin me fer 
~~ 


Vy Af It really seemed so; but, alas for men! 

\ DN How short the sight of their mental ken! 
A\KG is For flowers that bloom with the morning fair, 
es Ere night has passed have proved a snare. 


/ \ Strange that the world is full of deceit, 

<< ‘That bitter and sour runs counter with sweet ! 
Why should the rose hug close the thorn, 
Or man have trouble because he is born ? 


Where, sheltered with trees, the welcome camp stood 
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If fishes should grow on bushes and trees, 
And not in water of rivers or seas, 
Whether heads or tails should swing in the breeze, 
So novel a sight some one would please. 

If fishes, like birds, should fly in air, \ 

Not swim in lakes so broad and fair, \ 
What rods and lines would reach them there ‘ 
_A theme would be for thought and care. 


If fishes like men should walk or stand, 

Not glide in brooks throughout the land, 
They ‘d be caught, perhaps, by sleight of hand, 
Or the mystic touch from a magical wand. 


And fisherman bold no line would cast 
In the singing streams that flow so fast, 
Or waters whip with a Heckle fly, 

As the season’s days go hurrying by. 


And kindred souls would surely miss 
From the book of life such scenes as this, 
With all implied by thought or wish — 

If what we’ve said were true of fish. 


But fish still swim in waters clear ; 
Because of that we all are here. 
Men, like fish, are caught with bait, 
So list awhile, — I ’ll a tale relate. 


Supposing a friend should say to you, 

“Come to my camp, where the skies are blue, 
Where the woods are green, and there you ’ll find 
Fun and rest for bedy and mind.”’ 
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Supposing this friend by mail had sent 

An earnest, indeed, of his good intent, 
With beautiful cuts, and the language there 
Seemed, as you read, to be open and fair. 


Of course you’d accept an expression so kind, 
Thinking it came from a guileless mind, 

And consider it luck if, getting away, 

You could spend the hours and days at play. 


Now, think of the boys who live in town, 
Where culture and beans have equal renown, 
And gentlemen two, from the city whose halls 
Hold Tammany tribes and Arion balls. 


You conceive how they read with eager delight 
The language, most choice, of their special invite. 
Proud was each man for having a share 

In all he expected to see and hear there. 


High were their hopes ; no shadow of fear 
Dimmed the approach of the day drawing near. 
Free were their hearts from cankerous care ; 
Mirth was the power that held sway there. 
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But, alas for their hopes! alas for them all! 
Their faith in the real was destined to fall ; 
Not through a hate that withers and sears, — 
It fell through the grace of laughter with tears. 


Read through the books of musty old lore, 
Recounting the deeds of the men of yore, 
And tell us his name, if you can find 
One who would do a deed so unkind 


As into the woods his friends to bring, 
Where sheriffs two were ready to spring 
And seize the gin which all prized dear, 
Just as the shades of night drew near. 


Recall, if you will, that red-letter night, 

When bottles and jugs were hurried from sight, 
And into the cart with haste and care — 

T was easily done, our friends they were there. 


And they were as brave as knights of old ; 
Their speech was hot, their hearts were cold ; 

And the sheriffs, poor souls, with meekness bore 
What they ’d been told some days before. 


And the mind of each invited guest 
At once was put to the crucial test 
Of what to do to stop the game, 

For the whole affair was a Blank, Blank shame. 


There in the midst was our honored judge, 

His ermine soiled, his robes all smudge, 

For his friends he’d put ina very deep hole, — 
He sold them all, both body and soul. 


$0 


Our high-toned chef, who’s great on schemes, 
Enlisted the boys in the service of beans ; 
But soon they found, these Sports from town, 
That they, like beans, were done up brown. 


A very sly fox is E. M. G,, 

Cool as a cake of ice is he; 

He dryly said, ‘’T is a pretty bad box, 

But I’ll make it all right when I see Charley Fox.” 


There were those lambs, — Mertz, Louis, and Will, 
And silent George, so modest and still ; 

Judging from deeds, they seemed to know z2/— 
You remember the tale of the sow and the swill. 


They quietly sucked from the trough the swill 
The judge and chef threw in with a will. 

All played the game they won with odds ; 

’T was a laughable sight for men and gods. 


You scarce would think from seeing them here, 
As now in this room they smiling appear, 
That they were the crowd who rubbed it in 


By coaching the boys to steal the gin. i 


What tongue can tell the words then said, 
As through the crowd the tumult spread 
Of sharp harangue, from the wordy war, 
Or the free advice, on what was law. 


The judge and chef and their allies dumb 
Were mute as the Sphinx, and ‘perfectly numb 
To word or sign which would betray 

What seemed so real as being but play. 
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No guest kept cool as the fever grew, 
And each to each said what they’d do. 
To help their friends in their sorry plight 
They ’d do all things; if needs be — fight. 


In this singular scene all had a part, 

And lying itself was reduced to an art. 

The guests were duped, and with honest intent 
They swallowed the bait, and stealing they went. 


Honor we give to the brave of heart 

Who followed the trail of the sheriff’s cart, 

Up steep-faced hills, through the stumpy wood, 
And swampy paths to where the barn stood. 


And there, in the dusk of increasing night, 

They whispered these words, “Go slow! step light!” 
But little they knew their feet must pass 

O’er a carpet soft, that once was grass. 


Spartans were they of a modern date, 

And Tyche, the fair, watched over their fate 
As they quietly passed, by this pathway rough, 
Into the barn, and seized the stuff. 


_ No sound of drum, or a bugle’s blast, 

Woke the night air as they hurried fast 

Back to the camp, with gin and straw, 

Where waiting they found the limbs of the law. 


We'll never forget the loud, merry shout, 
Revealing the fact that the secret was out ; 

Or look of surprise that came to each face, 

As the rescuers thought of prospective disgrace. 
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If the bogus raid was a great success, 
The rescue trip was none the less. 
Though “man to man” no one was hurt, 
Jt brought us all fun, rum, and dirt. 


But have we thought, while time has flown, 
That men by deeds and words are shown ? 
When sudden stress calls for their best, 
Then what they are, shows in the test. 


Was it the love of ale or beer 

That made the guests devoid of fear? 

Or was it that which all men prize, 

True friendship’s aid, whose life ne’er dies? 


What if the plot was one of jest ? 

It seemed so real it was not guessed ; 
And each and all who did contend, 
Sank self from sight to aid his friend. 


Go tell it out to whom you may ; 

Give names and place, the hour and day ; 
But high o’er all this fact shall stand, — 
No craven hearts were in that band. 


’Midst mirth and friends once more we meet ; 
With heart and life each man doth greet 
This pleasant hour; but may the past 

Live in our minds while thought shall last. 


As one we meet, as one we are; 

We gather here from near and far. 
The tie that binds, is friendship’s seal, 
Whose chain is forged by woe or weal. 
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For what is life but sun and shade? | 
The false seems real as the sheriffs’ raid. 
But friends who’re true shall light our way, 
That leads through life to endless day. 
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